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ADORATION.

Jon’t you knew, dear, I adore you
Just as 1 used to do;

Blue skies and rainbows o’er you,
Blossoms begemmed with dew,

fhaded cool paths bhefore you,
Shrubs where the birds sing, too.

Pon’t you know, dear, I adore you
Just as 1 used to do?

In the dear days gone by, dear,
In the dear days of June,
Didn’'t our hopes sozr high, dear?
Didn't the love birds croon?
Well, do you know, my own dear,
Still 1 can catch their tune?
Bitting here all alone, dear,
Still dees my life seem June.

Bitting here all alone, dear,
Thinking of then and you;

Days ‘hat we both have known,
Branches a-drip with dew,

Branciies a-drip with dew, dear,
Boughs where the love birds croon,

Life all the yvears with you, dear,
Seems a long honeymoon.

dear,

Still as my locks grow whiter,
Still is my thought of you;

PDays but make hearts grow lighter,
Hearts that are leal and true;

Still have we nearer grown, dear,
Still do T walk with vou,

Never, ah, never alone, dear,
Out "neath the blooms and dew.

~J. M. Lewis, in Houston Post.

A Daughter
of the Sioux

By GEN. CHARLES KING.

Copyright, 1802, by The Hobart Company.
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CHAPTER XXIIL

In the whirl and excitement fol-
lowing the startling outcery from the
flats, all Fort Frayne was speedily
involved. The guard came rushing
through the mnight, Corporal Shannon
stumbling over a prostrate form—
the sentry on Number Six, gagged
and bound. The steward shouted
from the hospital porch that Eagle
Wing, the prisoner patient, had
escaped through the rear window,
despite its height above the sloping
ground. A little ladder, borrowed
from fthe quartermaster’s corral,
was found a moment later. An In-
dian pony, saddled Sioux fashion,
was caught running, riderless, to-
ward the trader’s back gate his
horsehair bridle torn half way from
his shaggy head. Sergeant Crabb,
waiting for no orders from the ma-
jor, no soomer heard that Moreau
was gone than he rushed his stable
guard to the saddleroom, and in 15
minuntes had, not only his-own squad,
but balf a dozen *“casual” troopers
circling the post in search of the
trail, and in less than half an hour
was bhot in chase of two fleeing
horsemen, dimly seen ahead through
the starlight, the snowy
wastes. That snowfall was the
Sioux’s undeing. Without it the
trail would have been invisible at
night. Witk it, the pursued were
well-nigh hopeless from the start.
Precious time had been lost in cir-
eling far out south of the post before,
making for the ford whither Crabb's
instinet sent him at once to the end
that he and two of his fellows
ploughed through the foaming
waters barely 500 yards behind the
chase and as they rode vehemently
onward through the starlight,
straining every nerve, they heard
nothing of the happenings about
the Foster’s doorway, where by this
time post commander, post sur-
geon, post quartermaster and act*
ing post adjutant, post ordnance,
quartermaster and commissary
sergeants, many of the post guard
and most of the post laundresses
had gathered—some silent, anxious
and bewildered, some excitedly
babbling; while, within the ser-
geant’s domicile, Esther Dade, very
pale and somewhat out of breath,
was trying with quiet self possession
to answer the myriad questions
poured at her, while Dr. Waller was
ministering to the dazed and moan-
ing sentry, and, in an adjoining
tenement, a little group had gather-
ed about an unconscious form. Some
one had sent for Mrs. Hay, who was
silently, tearfully chafing the limp
and almost lifeless hands of a girl in
Indian garb. The cloak and skirts
of civilization had been found be-
neath the window of the deserted
room, and were exhibited as a means
of bringing to his senses a much
bewildered major, whose first words
on entering the hut gave rise to
wonderment in the eyes of most of
his hearers, and to an impulsive re-
ply from the lips of Mrs. Hay.

“}] warned the general that girl
would play us some Indian trick,
but he ordered her release,” said
Flint, and with wrathfu! emphasis
came the answer.

“The general warned you this girl
would play you a trick, and, thanks
to no one but you, she’s done it!™

Then rising arnd stepping aside,
the long-sufferirg woman revealed
the palid, senseless face—not of the
little Indian maid, her shrinking
charge and guest—but of the niece
she loved and had lived and lied for
many and trying years—Nanette La
Fleur, a long-lost sister’s only child.
8o Blake knew what he was talking
about that keen November morning
among the pines at Bear Cliff. He
had unearthed an almost forgottem
legend of old Fort Laramie.

“Who could have done it?” asked
F¥lint. It was inconceivable to Dr.

across

‘Waller’s mind that any one of the sol-

such perfidy for an Indian’s sakoe.
'There was not at {he moment an In-
dian scout or soldier at the post, or
an Indian warrior, not a prisoner, un-
accounted for. There had been half-
breeds hanging abont the store prior

to the final escapade of Pete and Cra- |

paud, but these had realized their un-
popularity after the battle on
Elk, and had departed for
climes. Crapaud was still
guard.
c¢hance, with Stabber’s braves.
was not another man about the tra-
d~r's place whom Flint or others
conld suspect. Yet the sergeant
¢ guard, searching cautiously with
his lantern about the post of Number
Six, had come upon some suggestive
signs.
bloody about place where
soldier fell, and there were here and
there the tracks of mocecasined feet—
those of a young woman or child go-
ing at speed toward the hospital, run-
ning probably, and followed close by
a moecasined man. Then those of the
man, alone, went sprinting down the
blyftf southeastward over the flats
some distance south of the Foster’s
doorway and up the opposite blufl, to
a point where four ponies, shoeless,
had been huddied for as much, per-
haps, as half an hour. Then all four
had come scampering down close to-
gether into the space below the hos-
pital, not 30 yards from where the
sentry fell, and the moccasined feet
of a man and woman had scurried
down the bluff from the hospital win-
dow, to meet them west of
shanty. Then there had been confu-
sion—trouble of kind: One
pony, pursued a short distance, had
broken away; the others had gone
pounding out southeastward up the
slope and out over the uplinds,
then down again; “in wide sweep,
through the valiley of the little rivu-
let and along the low bench south-
west of the fort. crossing the Rock
Springs road and striking, further on,
diagonally, the Rawlins trail, where
Crabb and his fellows had found it
and followed.

But all this
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hours of time,
and meanwhile, only half revived, Na-
nette had gently, pityingly
borne away to a sorrowing woman’s
home, for at last it was found,
through the thick and lustrous hair,
that she, had been struck a
harsh and cruel blow; that one rea-
son, probably, why she had been able
to oppose no stouter resistance to so
slender a girl as Esther Dade was
that she was already half dazed
through the stroke of some blunt,
heavy weapon. wielded probably by
him she was risking alil to save.

Meantime the major had been pur-
suing his investigations. Schmidt, the
soldier sentry in front of Moreau’s
door, a simple-hearted Teuton of irre-
proachable character, tearfuly pro-
tested against his incarceration. He
had obeyed his orders to the letter.
The major himself had brought the
lady to the hospital and showed her
in. The door that had been open,
permitting the sentry constant sight
of the prisoner, had been closed by
the commanding officer himself.
Therefore, it was not for him, a pri-
vate soldier, to presume to reopen it.
The major said to the lady he would
return for her soon after ten, and
the lady smilingly (Schmidt did not
say how smilingly—how bewitching-
ly smilingly, but the major needed
no reminder) thanked him, and said,
by that time she would be ready. In
a few minutes she came out, saying
(doubtless with the same bewitching
smile) she would have to rum over
home for something, and she was
gone nearly half an hour, and all that
time the door was open, the prisoner
on the bed in his blankets, the lamp
brightly burning. It was near tattoo
when she returned, with some things
under her cloak, and she was breath-
ing quick and seemed hurried and
shut the door after thanking him,
and he saw no more of her for 15
minutes, when the door opened and
out she came, the same cloak around
her, vet she looked different, some-
Low, and must have tiptoed, for he
didn’t hear her heeis as he had be-
fore. She didn't seem quite so tall,
either, and that was all, for he never
knew anything more about it till the
steward came running to tell of the
Q’S('Ill)e.

So Schmidt could throw but little
light upon the situation, save to
Flint himself, who did not then see
fit to say to anyone that at no time
was it covenanted that Miss Flower
should be allowed to go and come
unattended. In doing so she had de-
luded some one beside the sentry.

It was late in the night when Num-
ber Six regained his senses and could
tell his tale, which was even more
damaging. Quite early in the even-
ing, so he said—as early as nine
o’clock—he was under the hospital
corner, listening to the music further
up along the bluff. A lady came from
the south of the building as though
she were going down fo Sudstown.
Mrs. Foster had gone down not long
before, and Hogan, with a lantern,
and two officers’ Jadies. But this one
came all alone and spoke to him
pleasant-like and said she was so
sorry he couldn’t be at the dance.
She’d been seeing the sick and wound-
ed in hospital, she said, and was go-
ing to bring some wine and jellies.
If he didn’t mind, she'd take the path
around the quartermaster’s store-
house outside, as she was going to
Mr. Hay'’s, and didn't care to go
through by the guardhouse. So Six
let her go, as he “had no orders agin
it” (even though it dawned upon him
that this must be the young lady
that had been carried off by the
Sioux). That made him think a Dbit,
he said, and when she came back
with a basket nicely covered with a
white napkiny she made him take a
big chicken sandwich “Sure I didn’t
know how to refuse the lady, until
she poured me out a big tumbler of
wine—wine, she said, she was taking
in to Sergt. Briggs and Corporal Tur-
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ner that was shot at the Elk, and shel that lonely girl, self seciuded av the

couldn’t bear to see me all alone oué
there in the ecold.” But.Six said he
dasn’'t take the wine.
months “blind” once

He got six
for a similar

| solecism, and, mindful of the major’s

warningz (this was diplomatic), Six
swore he had sworn off, and had io
refuse the repeated requests of the
lady. He suspicioned her, he said,
because she was so persistent. Then
she laughed and said good-night and
went on to the hospital. What be-
came of the wine she had poured out?
(This from the grim and hitherto si-
i=nt docetor. seated by the bedside.)
She muast have tossed ii out or druck
it herself, perhaps, Six didn’t know.
no trace of it could be
found in the snow. Then nothing hap-
pened for as much as 20 minutes or
so, and he was over toward the south
end of his post, but facing toward
the hospital when she came again
(down the steps, and this time handed
Lim some cake and told him he was
a good soldier mot to drink even
wine, and asked him what were the
lights away across the Platte, and he
couldn’t see any, and was following
lrer pointing finger and staring, and
then all of a sudden he saw a million
lights dancing and stars and bombs
and that was all he knesw till they be-
ean talking to him here in hospital.
Something had hit him from behind,
but he couldn’t tell what.

Fiint’s nerve was failing him, for
here was confirmation of the gener-
al’s theory.

And so it was with
resentful heart that the major
sought her on the morrow. The gen-
eral and the commands afield would
soon be coming home. Such Indians
as they had mot “rounded up” and
captured scattered far and
wide. The eampaign was over. Now
for the disposition of the prisoners.
It was to tell Mrs. Hay and Nanette,
especially Nanette, why the sentries
were re-established about their home
though he would not place the
trader’s niece within a garrison cell,
he should hold her prisoner beneath
the trader’s roof to await the action
of superior authority on the grievous
charges lodged at her door. She was
able to be up, Miss MecGrath—
not only up, but down—down in the
Lreakfast room, looking blither and
like herself than she had been
since she was brought home.

“Say that Maj. Flint desires to see
her and Mrs. Hay,” said Flint, with
majesty of mien, as, followed by two
ef his officers, he was shown into the
trader’s parlor.

And presently they came—Mrs. Hay
pale and sorrowing; Miss Flower,
pale, perhaps, but triumphantly de-
fiant. The one and covered her
face with her hands as she listened
to the major’s few words, cold. stern
and accusing. The other looked
squarely at him, with fearless, glit-
tering eyes:

*“You may order what you like so
far as I'm concerned,” was the ut-
terly reckless answer of the girl. “I
don’t care what you do now that I
know he is safe—free—and that you
will never lay hands on him again.”

“That’s wkere you'/ are in error,
Miss FFlower,” was the major’'s calm,
cold-blooded, yet rejoiceful reply. It
was for this, indeed, that he had
come. “Ralph Moreau was run down
by my men soon after midnight, and
he's now behind the bars.”
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CHAPTER XXIIT.

Decemmber and Dbitter The
river frozen stiff. The prairie sheet-
ed in unbroken snow. Great log fires
roaring in every open fireplace.
Great chrongs of soldiery about -the
red barrack for all the
columns were again in winter quar-
ters, sud Flint’s two companies had
= the route” for home. They

cold.

hot stoves,
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“IT'S A LIE! YOU SHALL NOT SAY
IT, SIR!” CRIED FIELD.

were to march on the morrow, es-
cortiny as far as Laramie the in-
tractables of Stabber’s band, some
few of the Indians to go in irons,
among them Ralph Moreau, or Eagle
Wing, now a notorious character.
The general was-there at Frayne,
with old Black Bill, erstwhile chief
inspector of the department, once .a
subaltern in days long gone by when
Laramie was “Ultima Thule” of the
plains forts.
P'lint’s halting explanation of his
laxity in Moreau’s case, saying al-
most as little as his old friend Grant
when _“interviewed” by those of
whom he disapproved. “Black Bili”
it was who waxed explosive when
once he opened on the major, and
showed that amazed New Englander
something of the contents of
Moreau’s Indian kit, including the
now famous hunting pouch, all found
with Stabber’s village. A precious
scoundrel, as it turned out, was this
same Moreau, with more sins to an-
swer for than many. a convicted jail

B

‘bird, and with not one follower left
to do him guce except, perhaps,

f#% !

The general had heard |

Hays.” Hay himself, though weak,
was beginning to sit up. Dade, Blake
and Ray were all once more housed
ir garrison. Truscott and Billings,
with their harvdy troopers, had taken
temporary station at the post, until
the general had decided upon the dis-
position of tha grrzy of surrendered
indians, mearly .300 in number, now
confined under strong guard in the
quartcrmaster’s corral at the flats,
with six “head devils,” iacluding
Fagle Wing, in the garrison prison.

All the officers, with two excep-
tions, were again for duty at Frayne.
Webb, laid by the heels at Deecher,
his feet severely frozen, and Beverly
#ield, who, recalled from a brief and
solemn visit to a far southern home,
Iad reached the post at nightfall of
the tenth. There had bhardly been ai-
lowed him time to uplift a single
prayer, to receive a wvord of consola-
tion from the lips of friends and kin-
dred who loved the honored father,
borne to his last resting place.
“Come #&s soon as possible” read the
wired him by Ray, and,
though the campaign was over, it was
evident that something was amiss,
and, with all his sorrow fresh upon
kim, the lad, sore in body and soul,
had hastened to obey.

And tay who received and
welcomed him and took him straight
way to his own cosy quarters., that
Mrs. Ray, and then the Blakes, might
add their sympathetic and cordial
greeting—ere it came to telling why
it was that these, his friends degpite
that trouble that could not be talked
of, were now so earnest in their sym-
pathy telling him that his
good name Lad beeome involved, that
there were allegations concerning
bim which the. chief had ordered
“pigeon-holed” until he should come
to face them. A pity it was that Bill
Hay could not have been there, too,
but his had left him far too
weak to his room. Only Ray
and Blake were present and it was an
interview not soon, if ever, to be
forgotten. i

“I'm no hand at breaking things
aently, Field,” said Ray, when finally
the three were closeted together in
the captain’s den. “It used to worry
Webb that you often
riding with Miss—Miss Flower up to
Stabber’s village, and, in the light of

happened, you will
admit that he had re: Hear me
through,” he continued, as Field, sit-
ting bolt upright in the easy chair,cs-
sayed to speak. “Neither Capt. Blake
nor I believe one word to
honor in the matter, but it looks as
though you had been made a tool
of, and you are by no means the first
man. It was to see this fellow, Mor-
eau—LEagle Wing—whom you recog-
nized at the Elk—she was ther¢ so
frequently—was 1t not?”

Into Field’s pale face there
come a look of infinite distress. For
a moment he hesitated, and little
beads began to start out on his fore-
head.

“Capt. Ray,” he finally said, “they
tell me—I heard it from the driver
on the way up from Rock Springs—
that Miss Flower is virtually a prison-
er, that she had been in league with
the Sioux, and yet, until I can see
her—can secure my release from a
promise, I have to answer you as I
answered you before—I cannot say.”

Blake started impatiently and
heaved from his lounging chair,
long iegs taking him in three
strides to the frost-covered window
at the front. Ray sadly shook his
dark, curly head.

“You to her, Field. The
general—bless him for a trump!—
wouldn’t listen to a word against you
in your absence; but that girl has in-
volved everybody—you, her aunt, who
has been devotion itself to her, her
uncle, who was almost her slave. She
deliberately betrayed him into the
hands of the Sioux. In fact this red
robber and villain, Moreau, is the only
creature she hasn’t tried te ‘work/
and he abandoned her after she had
and stolen for him.”

“Capt. Ray!” The cry cane from
pallid lips, and the young soldier
started to his fect, appalle¢ at such
accusation.
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“Every word of it is trie,”
Ray. “She joined him alter
wounds. She shared his escape from
the village at our approach. She was
with him when Blake nabbed them
at Bear Cliff. She was going with him
from here. What manner of girl was
that, Field, for you to be mixed up
with?”

“He is her half brother!” proteuted
Field, with kindling eyes. “She told
me—everything—toid me of theiv
childhood together, and—"

“Told you a pack of infernal liesi’
burst in Blake, no longer able to coit-
tain himself. *Made you a cat’s pav;
w2d you even to taking her by nigh)
to sée him when she learned the ban.
were to jump for the mountains--
used you, by God, as he used her, ané,
like  the Indian she she’d turm
and stab you now, if you stood in her
way or his. Why, Field, that brute’s
her lover, and she’s his—"

“It's a lie! You shall not say i%
sir!” eried Field, beside himself with
wrath and amaze, as he stood quiver-
ing from head to foot, still weak froia
wounds, fever and distress of mind.
But Ray sprang to his side. “Hush,
Blake! Hush, Itield! Don‘t speal.
What is it. Hogan®” And sharply he
turned him to the door, never dream-
ing what had caused the interrup-
tion.

“The general, sir, to see the cap-
tain!”
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[To Be Continued.]

Hisx Reason.

The Lady—But why don’t yom ge¢
over to Canada? They need a lot of
farm hands over thare.

Sandy Pikes—Well, TI'll tell yer,
mum. I would go but I hate de an-
noyance of de custom officers lookin’
froo me baggage fer smuggled dia
B,
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HOME
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The BoureoN HoME is a home indus-
try—owned by home people; managed by
people, and is the latest and most up-to-
date Telephone service.

Try one for one month, and you will
be convinced of its superiority over all
others. There is

NO CROSS TALK.

. You can transact private business over
the HoME 'PHONE with the assurance that
other people does not hear you.

Now Is the Time.

A new Directory will be issued
from this office in a few days, so if
you want to get your name in it,
subscribe at once,
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IN THE ESTIMATION OF OUR BEST
PHYSICIANS IS THE MOST BENEFICIAL OF
ALL DRUGS IN THE TREATMENT OF CONSTIPATION. R

Lyons Laxative S YIup

7 Is made of Cascara Sagrada and other drugs that are equally as beneficial
gl in the treatment of indigestion, biliousness and all stomach and

/ bowel troubles (arising from constipation.)
25 and 50c Bottles, Ask your Druggist.

VERY PLEASANT TO TAKE AND DOES NOT GRIPHE.
For Sale by G. S. VARDEN & CO., Paris, Kentucky

MORPHINE

Opium, Laudanum, Gocaine and all Drug Habits

ermanently cured, without pain or Getention from business, leaving no craving
or drugs or other stimulants. We restore the nervous and physical systems to
their natural condition because we remove the causes of disease. A home remedy

prepared by an emirent physician.
WE GUARANTEE A CURE FREE TRIAL TREATMENT

Confidential correspondence, especially with physicians, solicited. Write todap,

Manhattan Therapeutic Association
Oept. A 1136 Broadway, New York Oity
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. “YOU DON'T HAVE TO
GO WEST”

But if vou are thinking of doing
80, keep before you the fact that
the Louisville, Henderson & St.
Louis Railway is makingy ILow
Round-Trip Home-Seekers' and
One - Waw Settlers’ Rates TO
THE WEST AND §QUTH-
WEST Also Low Colonist
Rates to California, Montana,
idabo, Washingten, Oregon,
British Columbia and other
Pacific and North Pacific Coast
Paints. Ask us for Rates,

L. J. IRWIN, v
Geueral Passenger Agent, LOUISVILLR. \““‘

DO You l(”aw

Talkdng Machines

REPRODUCING SOUNDS IN A PAINT,
PUNCH-AND-JUDY-LIKE TONE

THEY WERE NOT GRAPHOPHONES

#f you have not heard the 1903 Perfected Graphophones aad Records,

you have NO CONCEPTION of the degree of perfection which has been reached,
Many years have passed since the first CRUDR TALKING MACHINES were produced,
end during those years

GREAT AND WONDERFUL IMPROYEMENTS HAVE BEEN MADE




